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But could the blood before her shed

Since first Timoleon's brother bled/

Or baffled Persia's despot fled,

Arise from out the earth which drank

The stream of slaughter as it sank,

That sanguine ocean would overflow

Her isthmus idly spread below:

Or could the bones of all the slain,

Who perish'd there, be piled again,

That rival pyramid would rise

More mountain-like, through those clear skias

Than you tower-capp'd Acropolis,

Which seems the very clouds to kiss.

On dun Cithseron's ridge appears
The gleam of twice ten thousand spears;
And downward to the Isthmian plain,
From shore to shore of either main,
The tent is pitch'd, the crescent shines
Along the Moslem's leaguering lines;
And the dusk Spahi's bands4 advance
Beneath each bearded pacha's glance;
And far and wide as eye can reach
The turban'd cohorts throng the beach;
And there the Arab's camel kneels,
And there his steed the Tartar wheels;
The Turcoman hath left his herd,8
The sabre round his loins to gird;
And there the volleying thunders pour,
Till waves grow smoother to the roar.
The trench is dug, the cannon's breath
Wings the far hissing globe of death j

3  [Timoleon, who had saved the life of his brother Timophanes in battle, afterwards
killed him for aiming at the supreme power in Corinth, preferring his duty to his
country to the obligations of relationship.    Dr. "Warton says, that Pope once intended
to write an epic poem on the story, and that Akenside had the same design.]

4  [Turkish holders of military fiefs, which oblige them to join the army, mounted at
their own expense.]

5  The life of the Turcomans is wandering and patriarchal : they dwell in tents.